THE SCENE IS CHANGED

mission to translate Guitry's Mozart into English verses for
the music of Reynaldo Hahn. I accepted because I happened
to be out there, and felt the rhyming task would amuse me
in the open, at cafe tables under the red canopies that dotted
the green hillside. The version was finished in a fortnight,
and having mailed it to New York (where I fear its run was
brief) I felt rich enough to leave for Venice, which was no
great way off by the railroad through Carinthia. In the
Dolomites, the great cliffs of the Marmolada could be seen
in a clear evening sky.
Perhaps it is well that a first visit to Venice should be
made by a man alone. I know all the romantic glamour of
the place, the evenings out on the lagoons, the mornings in
cool churches and galleries, the afternoons (if you must have
them) on the Lido, and even the wanderings arm-in-arm
through the narrow alleys of the city by land ; but the mind
needs no distraction when you reach the station after mid-
night on a journey from the north, and embark on your
very first gondola, baggage and all, to proceed down the
Grand Canal to the water-front. Then the crystal-harsh
cry of the gondolier as he turns the corner of some alley is
at its clearest: then the stars are at their loveliest even though
the mosquitoes are at their most voracious. I had not long
arrived in Venice, and indeed was only walking at noon
next day under the arches of the Piazza near Florian's, when
I met the linen-clad chairman of the Stage Society and his
lady, who rented every year a Venetian palace, and with it
a pair of the most admirable gondoliers I could ever hope
to see, ckd in steely silk which matched the sheen of their
burnished prow, the product of hours of work begun at
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